TELE 


GIE | 


UPON 


Mr. Thomas Hobbes of Malmesbury, 


EALIELY DECEASED. 


S he then dead at laſt, whom vam report 
So often had feign'd Mortal in meer ſport ? 
Whom we on Earth fo long alive might ſee, 
We thought he here had Immortality. 
As he, like what he wrote, could not expire, 
Whom all that did not love, did yet admire. 
For who his Writings ſtill accus'd in vain, 
Were taught by him, of whom they did complain. 
Some Authors vented have more Truth's ; but ſo, 
If Truths they be, 'tis more than we can know. 
He with ſuch Art deceiv'd, that none can ſay, 
If his be Errours, where his Errour lay. 
If he miſtakes, 'cis ſtill with ſo much Wit, 
He erres more pleaſingly than others hit. 
For there are Cohateriits of Truth, which are 
In ſhew more Truths than Truths themſelves appear. 
As Nature in meer ſport hath fram'd ſome Apes 
Neerer to Men, than ſome in humane ſhapes; 
All were by him fo plauſibly miſled, 
They chole to loſe the Way with ſuch a Guide, 
And wander pleaſantly, rather than be 
In the right Way with duller Companie. 
With ill ſucceſs, ſome fond Diſputers ſtrove, 
What Dodtrines he had planted, to remove ; 
And juſtly are they blam'd : for that Dileaſe 
Is ill remov'd, which more than Health does pleaſe. 
And who delighttul Frenzies entertain, 
When undeceiv'd, do of their Cure complain. | vade, 
With ſuch ſweet Force he does our Thoughts in- 
That where he cannot Teach,he does Perlwade. 
And we that read his Writings wiſh them true, 
If we do not believe them to be lo. 
If he be in the Wrong, we hold it ſtill, 
Becauſe the Right appears not half ſo well. 
Who ſo would mend his Faults muſt make a Blot 
May be more Truth, but moſt will like it not. 
For though fair Vertue Plato wiſht to fee, 
Yet Vice as fair will pleaſe no leſs than ſhe. 
Why are Temptations names for what is 1]] ? 
Bur that her Charms are moſt prevailing ſtill. 
Or Vice call'd Pleaſures? But to ſhew alone, 
That Vice and Pleaſure in effec are one. 


Hence came our Wit to think there was no Devil ; 
Or if he Tempter was, he was not evil : | 
And finding him dreſt in a different faſhion, 
According to the humour of each Nation , 

And that the Indians were in this ſo civil, 

To Whiten him we Blackned for the Devil. 

He thought that he was Black or White,and Saint or 


. Devil, according as it pleaſed the Painter. 


And Vice and Vertue both were our Opinion, 
And varid with the Laws of each Dominion. 
To which who did conform was underſtood, 
As their Modes differ'd to be bad or good. 


EFLITAMEI 


S Atheiſt-Hobbes thew dead ! forbear to Cry 3 
For, whilſt he liv'd, he thought he could not dy, 
Or was at leait moit filthy loath to try. 


Leviathan the Great i faln! But ſee 
The ſmall Behemoths of his Progenie, 
Survive to duel aff Diviaitie. 


Whither he's gone, becomes not ws to ſay, 
The Narrow apper, or the Broad low way : 
For who own'd neither well, may hap to ſtray. 


Moſt think old Tom, with a Recanting Verſe, 
Myſt hjs odde Notions dolefully rehearſe 
To new Diſciples ix the Devils. Ar---+ 


In fine, after a thouſand Shams and Fobbs, 
Ninety years Eating, ad iz:mortal Jobbs, 
Here MATTER lier,---and there's an End of Hobbes, 


Aliud. 
Here lies Tom Hobbes, the Bug- bear of the Nation. 
Whoſe Death hath ſrighted Atheiſm ont of Faſhion. 


FINIS. 
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